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her room, and there on the bed sat Nona. Since she had no photo-
graph of me, on the night table lay a cutting from John o* London's
Weekly, with a -picture of the successful novelist and his dog,
brought by her from Paris. The police had a search warrant and
they took the press-cutting and Nona's addresss book, though I
loudly protested it was her property. Nona asked the commissaire
to let me have something to eat. He consented, and the waitress
rushed down and brought a large sandwich, which, of course, I
couldn't eat. Now the cutting lay before Leon, and since it was
upside down for me, I watched Dodo's head, which naturally was
upside down too.*
"Sergeant Van der Bock," Leon said, "has made a very explicit
and convincing statement." He was a different man. I asked where
my lawyer was. Leon said he hadn't turned up. That was true, for
when he had telephoned Leon answered that my case wasn't coming
up yet. But that I only found out next day. From his voice and the
inimical atmosphere, I gathered I wouldn't be released. Anyway,
I decided to fight for it.
He read Van der Bock's statement. I had sought him out in
the pub, forced drinks on him, praised the English and said they
would win the war, spoken disparagingly of the Germans, and told
him an English plane had written the word confiance on the sky of
Paris.
"Is that a crime, too ?" I asked. "Arrest the R.A.F. for it, but not
me."
"Don't interrupt me," Leon thundered.
I remembered what the advocates of the devil had told me, and
said I'd better wait till my lawyer was present. Leon said I had that
right and he would adjourn for three weeks. Three weeks! I said
let's carry on. The enumeration of my sins went on. I tried to
persuade Van der Bock to desert and go to Casablanca, thence to
join the English and was ready to put up the money with which to
bribe French seamen. I praised the two traitors. He followed me
in the street and saw me go into several bars, speaking to soldiers.
What had I to say for myself?
I started off. I said the evidence of a beggar wasn't trustworthy.
The man had admitted he asked, and took ten francs from me. "At
the police-station," Van der Bock said, "I separated his ten francs
from my money and wanted to give it back to him." "But he didn't,"
I said. Then I reminded him he wanted to find out from me how to
get to England. "The sergeant admits that," Leon said. "He
naturally wanted to find out more about a man who justly roused
* See frontispiece.